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great stir, always whirling like two dry leaves after the
restless dog.

'Why must he not go out?' I said.

'Because it is wet,' they answered, 'and he coughs and
sneezes.'

'Without a handkerchief, that is not angenehmj I said.

So we became bosom friends.

'You are Austrian?' they said to me.

I said I was from Graz; that my father was a doctor in
Graz, and that I was walking for my pleasure through the
countries of Europe.

I said this because I knew a doctor from Graz who was
always wandering about, and because I. did not want to
be myself, an Englishman, to these two old ladies. I
wanted to be something else. So we exchanged con-
fidences.

They told me, in their queer, old, toothless fashion,
about their visitors, a man who used to fish all day, every
day for three weeks, fish every hour of the day, though
many a day he caught nothing - nothing at all - still he
fished from the boat; and so on, such trivialities. Then
they told me of a third sister who had died, a third little
old lady. One could feel the gap in the house. They cried\
and I, being an Austrian from Graz, to my astonishment
felt my tears slip over on to the table. I also was sorry, and
I would have kissed the litde old ladies to comfort them.

'Only in heaven it is warm, and it doesn't rain, and no
one dies,' I said, looking at the wet leaves.

Then I went away. I would have stayed the night at
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